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and grumbled because there were no hard biscuits and
salt junk on the menu; and the parson's wife, whose
voice was too shrill and who danced far too many
times with the sleek cavalry captain? Where are the
three planters who never left one corner of the smok-
ing-room; and the spectacled American who was so
angry when his favourite game of shuffle-board was
not included in the ship's sports; and the three dark-
eyed girls from Demerara who had just seen snow for
tie first time in England and could talk of nothing
else; and the "bookie" from Yorkshire who was
always getting up complicated decimal sweeps on the
day's run; and fat Mr. S, from Baltimore, who ate so
much and so quickly that he seemed to be warehous-
ing rather than eating his food; and the mysterious
grim man who was going up the Orinoco; and the very
old gentleman who sat opposite me at table and would
always pinch all the rolls (as if they were little boys7
cheeks) at breakfast-time? Where are they, thes^e
ghosts, dimming now while the cock crows in my
memory? And where is the ship that once carried
them and me and was once all our world? Already it
it is as remote and insubstantial as the Flying Dutch-
man.